LONDON AGAIN

His next letter was more explicit. *Entre nous, I am disgusted and tired
with the sort of life I have been living and it is late for me to commence a
new career. I find that I have been much mistaken, in the romance of
boyhood and youth. The generous sentiments incidental to those ages
sufficed to fill the measure of my existence, but now that experience has
shown me that the world is not quite what the poetry of youth represented
it, and reflection and judgment have convinced me that it will never be in
my power to improve it, my ambition is at an end; and my occupation is
without an object and consequently without interest. Could I begin again
it should be with a very different but. I would (not neglecting the higher
walks of my profession) seek to make money in the hope of some day
sharing it with some amiable companion, whose society would give a
charm to my life and whose happiness and welfare would form a real and
tangible object for my exertions, and I would exert myself, for I am not by
nature unjust. Every day I feel more and more the impossibility of living
alone. I am becoming subject to frightful fits of melancholy and des-
pondency. But there is no reason why I should bore you with my absurdity
excepting that I have always looked upon you, mayj^say as a sjster? And
really with very great affection, which after all is not a thing to be despised
from anybody. I could find it in my heart to wish you were an ill-used or
overworked governess. Remember you once wished me raised! So you
have no right to be angry.

*... Of course all my complainings are entre-nous. Can't you give me
some sapient advice? For I often think very seriously of Prussic acid! w*1
is hardly a state of things my friends would approve of/

But the affair had been closed once and for all. After a time Georgie
wrote back in a way that hurt him. She must have pointed out how diff-
erent were their outlooks. When he was successful it was easy enough to
laugh off his love, but to have it rebuffed in a letter when he was in distress
was another matter.. He did the only thing he could to avoid a breach,
which was to put the affair in an abstract and impersonal light.

*My dear Miss Gordon', he wrote evasively in his obscure style, *all the
letters sent to me have duly come to hand, and I am sure you will easily
believe that I am not indifferent to the many kind expressions of friendship
and regret they contain....

Tor many years my life has been passed in schooling myself, it has been
my constant endeavour to see everything in its true light justly and impar-
tially. I have thought myself justified in thinking for myself, and when I
have erred and arrived at false conclusions it has neither been from wilful-
ness, nor from carelessness, but in asserting my right to think for myself, I
never thought I had a right to influence the opinion of others, and it has
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